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" I don't know the answer to a lot of things/5 Buell said, " and
that's one of 5em. If I was you. Colonel, I wouldn't waste time on it''
" How about hot shot ? " the colonel asked. " II we could get hoi
shot into those gabions, they might burn."
" They might," Buell said, " but you got to have a furnace to heat
shot red-hot. Unless it's red-hot, it's no good."
" Co-ldn't-you build a furnace ? "
r," Buell said, " I could build one, but we'll have to stop
r              , irs if I do.  Colonel Deveaux figures that if the rebels break
tmougn me stockade, we'll need three spears for every man in this
gamson. Which would you rather have, Colonel: spears or a furnace?'
" I'd rather have the spears," Cruger said. " What are you making
the spearheads from ? "
" I took all the tyres off the wagons and cut 'em into short lengths,'
Buell said. " I wish you'd figure out a way to get spear-shafts, Colonel,
If you can't, I'll have to use wheel spokes for most of 'em."
Cruger sat on the fire step and rested his chin on his hand. Ht
looked no more like a soldier than did Nehemiah Strong, who taughl
me mathematics and natural philosophy at Ifale. "All right," he said
u We can't destroy their tower, so we'll raise our own stockade three
feet. The riflemen'll have shelter when the tower gets higher. We'L
raise it with sandbags. We'll need three hundred. We'll cut up 0112
tents and put the women to sewing."                                            *
" Colonel," Buell said, " did you ever see the drawers the South
Carolina women wear ? They weave 'em out of linen* They'll tuxE
buckshot, those I've seen; but they'd be easier to stitch than tten1
canvas."
Cruger looked, interested. "That's a useful piece of intelligence.
Buell I How'd you pick it up ? Well, never mind ! Captain DeLancey,
run up to the town and see what you can do about getting those
appurtenances of the ladies away from 'em. They may be reluctant
I suggest you explain our necessities first to then* husbands; and be
diplomatic about it, Captain ! Arrange to have each lady make hei
own appurtenances into sandbags, and fill 'em herself. We'll pick 'em
up to-night as soon as it's dark/*
As Cruger had feared, that tower of gabions mounted twenty feel
higher than Buell's artillery platform. On its top, behind sandbags,
lay riflemen, who looked almost directly down into the Star, so thai
no man in the Star was safe unless he was crouched close to the wall,
or concealed in one of the deep trenches at which Cruger's Jerseymen
and New Yorkers worked all through the night of the fifth.
Bullets weren't the only things they fired from the top of thai
damnable tower. In the grey dawn of June sixth a sergeant of De*